between love-making and birth, and to the simple mind
^the mother is the only creator of the child. Their com-
fort in the evening was the fire that burned within the
cave, and whose rekindling was so difficult that the
sacred flame must never be allowed to go out.
Bernard didn't merely tell me of the vanished race.
He helped me to try and find their traces for myself.
Against the walls were stacked the excavators' wooden
impleSnents. He explained how they must be used to
avoid breaking possible finds and marked out two squares
of earth for us to turn up. I dug furiously: my
imagination gave a form to every shapeless lump of
stone. The sun was setting, and neither of us had
found anything, but Bernard wouldn't allow me to be
disappointed. As we threaded our way back to the car,
black bats swooping over our heads, he told me of the
creatures that had come before man, of all the dis-
carded experiments that had littered the way to the
appearance of reason. He pictured the polar cap
ascending and descending, steamy forests giving place
to icy deserts, as if the ages of geology were the pulse
of night and day in a larger frame of time. He showed
me life emerging clumsily from the water5 floundering
beneath the scales of the vast saurians, painfully flap-
ping itself into possession of wings, discarding scales
and growing itself fur, finally standing upright on two
legs in the bodies of the little men in whose steps we
had trodden that afternoon. As he spoke, the con-
fusion of my own little past dropped from my shoulders.
I felt myself one with the great stream of wasteful, i&~